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Scigmaticall in making w orfe in minde. 

Luc. Who would be iealous then of fuch a one ? 

No euill loft is wail’d,when it is gone. 

Air. Ah but I thinke him better then I fay: 

And yet would herein others eies were worfe: 

Farre from her neft the Lapwing cries away; 

My heart prai es for him,though my tongue doc curfc. 

Enter S.Dromio. 

Dro. Here goc: the deske,the purfc.fwcetnow make 
hafte. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath? 

S.Dro. By running faft. 

Air. Where is thy Mafter Dromio ? Is he well ? 
S.Dro. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worfe then hell: 

A diuell in an euerlafting garment hath him; 

On vvhofchard heart is button’d ?p with ftcelc: 

A Feind,aFairie,pittilefie and ruffe: 

A Wolfe,nay worfe, a fellow all in buffc: 

A back friend,a fhoulder-clapper, one that countcrmads 
The paffages of allies,creekes,and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs Countcr.and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that before the Iudgmct carries poore foulcs to hel. 
Air. Why m3n,what is the matter? 

S.Dro. I doe not know the matter, hce is refiedon 
the cafe. 

Air. What is he arrefted?tell me at whole fuite? 
S.Dro. I know not at whofe fuite he is arefted well; 
but is in a fuite of buffc which refted him,that can I tell, 
will you fend him Miftris redemption, the tuonie in 
his deske. 

Air. Go fetch it Sifter: this I wonder at- 

Exit Lucian*. 

Thus he vnknowne to me fhould be in debt: 

Tell me,was he arefted on a band? 

S.Dro. Not on a band,but or. a ftronger thing: 

A chainc,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Ainu. What,the chaine ? 

S.Dro. No,no,thcbell, ’tis time that I were gone: 

It was two ere I left him,and now the clocke ftrikes one. 
Air. The houres come backe, that did I neuer here. 
S.Dro. Ohyes,ifany houre meetc a Serieant,a turtles 
backe for veric feare. 

Adri. As if time were in debt: how fondly do’ll thou 
reafon? 

S.Dre.Timc is a verie bankerout,and owes more then 
he’s worth to feafon. 

Nay,he’s a theefe too: haue you not heard men fay. 

That time comes ftealing eivby night and day? 

If I be in debt and thcft,and a Serieant in the way. 

Hath he not reafon to turne backe an houre in a day? 

Enter Lucian*. 

Air. Go Dromto, there’s the monie,beare it ftraight. 
And bring thy Mafter hojm$jmcdiately. 

Come lifter, I am p reft do vOk with.conccit : 

Conceit,my comfort and myiniurie. Exit. 

Enter Antipholus Sir act* ft a. 

There’s not a man I meetc but doth faluteme 
As if I were their well acquainted friend. 

And eucrieone doth call me by my name : 

Some tender monie to me, fomc inuite me; 

Some other giue methankes for kindneffes; 

Some offer me Commodities to buy, 

Eucn now a tailor cal’d me in his fhop. 


And (how’d me Silkes that he had bought forme ' 
And therewithal! tooke tneafure ofmy body. 5 
Sure thefe arebutimaginarie Wiles, 

And Upland Sorcerers inhabite here. 

Enter Dromto.Sir. 

S.Dro. Mafter,here’s the gold you fent me for :.^U. 
haue y ou got the piflure of old Adorn new appavel’d ? ” 

tAnt. What gold is this? What %Ad*m do’ft thou 
mcane? u 

S.Dro. Not chat Adorn that kept the Paradife: but 
that ./*<&«*thatkeepcstheprifon$ heethat goes inth e 
calues-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigall: hee that 
came behinde you fir dike an euill angel,and bid you for. 
fake your libertic. 

Ant. I vnderftand thee not, 

S.Dro. No? why ’tis a plaine cafe: he that wentlik 
aBafe-Violeinacafeofleather; the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giues them a fob, and refls them , 
he fir,that takes pittie on decaiedmen, and giuci them 
fuites of durance: he that fets vp his reft to doe more ex* 
ploits with his Mace,then a Moris Pike. 

<sAnt. What thou mean’ll an officer? 

S.Dro. 1 fir,the Serieant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to anfwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkes a man alwaies going to bed, and faies.God giue 
you good reft. 

Ant. Well fir,there reft in your fooleric: 

Is there any fbips puts forth to night? may we be gone? 

S.Dro Why fir,) brought you word an houre fince, 
that the Baike Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hundred by the Serieant to tarry for the Hvj 
Delay : Here are the angels that you fentfortodeliuer 
you. 

Ant. The fellow is diftra£l,and fo am I, 

And here we wander in illufions: 

Somc bIdled power dcliuer vs from hence. 

Enter a Cnrtitan. 

Cur. Well met,well met, Mafter tAniipboltu : 

I fee fir you haue found the Gold.fmith now: 

Is that the chaine you promis’d me to day. 

Jut. Sathan auoide,I charge thee tempt me noc.t 

S.Dro. Mafler,is this Miftris Sothani 

Ant. It is the diuell. 

S.Dro. Nay,(he is worfe,(he is the diuels dam: 

And here fhc comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes,that the wenches fay God dam me,That’s 
as much to fay, God make me a light wench: It is writ* 
ten,they appeare to men like angels of light, light is an 
cffeift of fire,and fire will burne : ergo,light wenches will 
burnCjCome not neere her. 

Cur. Your man and you are maruailous merrie fir. 
Will you goc with me,wee’ll mend our dinner here ? 

S.Dro. Mafter,if do c*pe& fpoon-mcate, or belpeake 
along fpoonc. 

Ant. Why Dromto ? 

S.Dro. Marrie he mull haue a long fpoone that mull 
cate with the diuell. 

Ant. Auoid then fiend, what cel’ll thou me of fup* 
Thou art,as you are all a forccreffe: (ping l 

1 coniure thee to leaue me,and be gon. 

Cur. Giue me the ring of mine you had at dinuer. 

Or for my Diamond theChaineyou promis’d. 

And lie be gone fir,and not trouble you. 

S.Dro. Some diuels aske but the parings of ones naile, 
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'-^TThiire, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, acherrie- 
fton^’butlhc more couetous, woldI haue a chaine: M a - 
£ be wife, and if you giue it her, the diuell will lhakc 

S.Dro. Flic pride faies the Pea-cocke, Miftris dial 


exit. 


Now out of doubt Antipholus is mad, 

Elfe would he neuer fo dcmcane himlelfe, 

A Ring he hath of mine worth tortie Duckets, 

And for the fame he promis’d me a Chaine, 

Both one and other he denies me now : 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

Befides this prefent inflance ofhis rage. 

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Ofhis owne dooresbeing Ihut againft his entrance. 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits. 

On purpofe fhut the dootes againft his way: 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 

And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 

Herulb’d into my houfe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courfc I fitteft choofe. 

For fortie Duckets is too much to loofe. 

Enter Antipholtu Ephef. with a Jailor. 

An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 
lie giue thee ere I leaue thee fo much money 
To warrant thee as I am refted for. 

My wife is in a wayward moodeto day. 

And will not lightly truft the Meffcngcr, 

That I ftiould be attach’d in Ephefus, 

I tell you ’twill found harftily in her cares. 

‘ . i • " a! 

Enter Dromio Epa.witha ropM end. 

Heere comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monie. 
How now fir? Haue you that I fent you tor ? 

E.Dro. Here’s that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where’s the Money ? 

£. Dro. Why fir, I gaue the Monie for the Rope. 

Ant. Fiue hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 

E. Dro. lie ferue you fir fiue hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

E.Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end am I re¬ 
turn’d. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Ojft. Good fir be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay ’tis for me to be patient, I am in aduer- 
fitie. 

Ofi. Good now hold thy tongue. 

E.Dro. Nay, rather perfwadc him to hold his hands. 
Anti, Thou whorefon fenfeleffe Villaine. 

E.Dro. I would I were fenfeleffe .fir, that I might 
not feele your blowes. 

tAnti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but bio wes,and 
fo is an Affe. 

E. Dro. I am an Affe indeede, you may prooue it by 
my long cares. I haue ferued him from the houre of my 
Natiuitie to this inftant, and haue nothing at his hands 
formy feruice but blowes. When I am cold, he heates 
me with beating: when I am warme.he cooles me with 
beating: I am wak’d with it when I fleepe, rais’d with 
it when I fit, driuen out of doores with it when I goc 
rom home, welcom’d home with it when I returne,nay 


1 beare it on my fhoulders, as a begger woont her brat 
and I thinke when he hath lam’d me, I fhall begge with 
it from doore to doore. 

Enter tAirittna, Lnciana, Courtiz,an i and aSchoole- 
mafier, call d Pinch. 

tAnt. Come goc along, mv wife is comming yon¬ 
der. 

E.Dro . Miftris refpicefittem, refpedl your end, or ra¬ 
ther the prophefic like the Parrat,beware the ropes end. 

Anti. Vy ilt thou ftill talke? Beats Dro. 

Curt. How fay you now? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adri. His inciuility confirmes no leffe: 

Good Door Pinch, you are a Coniurcr, 

Eftablifh him in his true fence againe. 

And I will pleafeyou what you will demand. 

Luc. Alas how fiery, and how fharpe he lookes- 

Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extafie. 

Pinch. Giue me your hand, and let mcc fecle your 
pulfe. 

tAnt. There is my hand, and let it fcelc your care. 

Pinch. I charge thee Sathan,hous’d within this man, 
Toyceld poffeffion to my holie praiers. 

And to thy ftate of darkneffe hie thee ftraight, 

I coniure thee by all the Saints in heauen. 

Anti. Peace doting wizard, peace ; I am not mad. 

Air. Oh that thou w^r’t not, poore diftrefledfoule. 
Anti. You Minion yoH, are thefe your Cuftome,s? 
Did this Companion with the faffron face 
Rcuell and feaft it at my houfe to day, 

Whil’il vpon me the guiltie doores were fhut. 

And I denied to enter in my houfe. 

Air.Q husband,God doth know you din’d at home 
Where would you had remain’d vntill this time. 

Free from thefe flanders, and this open fhamc. 

Anti. Din’d at home? Thou Villaine, what fayeft 
thou ? 

Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. Were not my doores locktvp, andlfhutout? 

Dro. Pcrdie, your doores were loekt, andyouflru?’ 
out. 

Jnti. And did not fhc her felfc reuile me there ? 

Dro. Sans Fable, fire her felfe reuil’d you there. 

Anti. Did not her Kitchen tnaideraile, taunt, and 
fcorne me ? 

Dro. Cert is (lie did, the kitchin vcftall icorn’d you. 

Ant, And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 

Dro. In veritic you did, my bones bcarcs witneffe, 
That fince haue felt the vigor of his rape. 

Adr. Js’t good to footh him in thefe crontrarics? 

Pinch. It is no fhame, the fellow finds his vaine, 

And ycelding to him, humors well his frenlie. 

Ant. Thou haft fubborn’d'theGoidfmith to arreft 
mee. 

Air. Alas, I fent you Moiiie to redeeme you, 

By Dromio heere, who came in haft for it. 

Dro. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But iurely Mafter not a ragge of Monie. 

Ant. Wentft not thou toher fora purfc of Duckets. 

Adri. He came to me, and I deliuer’d it. 

Luci. Audi am witneffe with her that fbe did.- 

Dro. God and the Rope-maker beare me witneffe, 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftris, both Man and Mafter is poffcft, 

I know it by their pale and deadly lookes, 

__They 
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